CHRISTMAS   DAY   IN  GHUST

Russia, and one almost Great Power, Poland, are involved, and
I cannot see how Germany can for the present get over that.

For the moment, Hungary and Rumania seem to offer less cer-
tain prospects of resistance to German expansionism, I thought,
after looking at Carpathian-Ukraine. So I burned the remains of
my Christmas tree in the little iron stove, packed my bag, and
boarded the ancient* bus again.

The Carpathians were already deep in snow, as we rattled,
hour after hour, along the winding and sometimes precipitous
road to Preshov. In the omnibus it v/as bitterly cold. I had 'flu,
and shivered. Soon ice formed on the windows, so that the country-
side was hidden. Then darkness fell and I could hardly see the
figures of my fellow-passengers, fifty of them packed into an omni-
bus made for twenty.

Darker and darker it grew, as thejrattling box on wheels lurched
and bumped along. Of the outer world I could see nothing, of
the interior of the omnibus hardly anything. A crash, in that
black and crowded box, on that lonely and snowbound mountain
road, would have been hell itself. I felt like Jonah In'the belly of
the whale, so dark was it and so violent were the movements. To
heighten the vividness of this illusion, the only things I could see
were the ribs in the roof of the omnibus, just perceptible in the
gloom. Hour after hour we rattled on. At last the bus stopped;
exhausted, frozen and stiff, I got out, found myself in Preshov,
found an hotel where I could get a decent bed, and fell immediately
asleep.
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